The OU East
it away with their hopes and prayers, the piteous faith of
mankind.
In that room the very atmosphere was electric with
emotion. One could not stand there without feeling the
passion of it, its utter completeness, its ancient cruelty
behind that quiet calm of prayer, behind those figures
standing with upturned palms and faces, lost in their
ecstasy. An alien discovered here, I reflected, would
scarcely reach the outer gateway; and then there would be
the bazaar, and what a nasty rness for the police. My
little friend ahead of me was still trembling, hurrying
through her pilgrimage with rather unseemly haste. This
was not the atmosphere even for the Westernized Oriental:
this was the Old East, incompatible with all we bring and
do: it was they or us, and they would have a right to
murder us if they found us, here where the old law held.
We had reached the short side of the tomb, farthest from
the door. The Sayid again chanted a prayer, while we
stood with upturned palms: again the beauty of the words,
the passion of devotion all around me, made me forget
that I was a stranger: there is but one accent of faith, after
all.
We made our way slowly down the fourth side. Instead
of the five window patterns, the centre is here taken up
by what appears to be the entrance to the tomb, all in